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THE WEDDING BONNET. 
A Vision. 
BY ANDREW WINTER 

I was the other d ly in company of half a dozen 
young ladies—gentle cousins—all of them as merry 
as little larks, as busy as lamplighters, and as im- 
portant as the preparation for that great event in 
female life—a wedding—could make them. The 
bride’s bonnet had just come, and UT had the satis- 
faction of secing a dozen lily-white hands all in 
one tumultuous group, arranging and shaping it to 
the fac 


on all hand quite the thing a love of a bonnet, 


of the fair maid herself. It was pronounced 


in facet; and after having dep sited it in the center 


of the table, and hunted under the sofa and all 


quarters of the room to make sure that the cat was 


not there, they left me with an especial charge not 
to touch it for the world. IT promised accordingly 


as I sat dosing before thi fire, and thi V left me 


’ 
alone, to put ‘ome task. Presently a 
knock, knock, came to the door; it speedily opr ie 


- ! ’ 
ed, and a strange gentieman, in respe ctable black, 


eutered with a magie lantern under his arin. = Somme- 
, ! . 

how or other | was not a bit astonishe lat his en- 

trance, but took it quiet as a matter of course.— 


“So you have a bonnet there,” said he looking at 


me with his keen, grey eyes, “ all sunles and hap- 
piness bt suppos he 
* Yes,” id I, as though he liad bn i | olde sf 
friend in the world, * little Atuie—” 
hi!’ said he stopping me," people niust marry, 


I suppose 5 but I have a word or 1 


' ’ 7 
about this qguneracs. And st per upp to the 
bonnet, he turned up his ¢ ffs like i port cli 


into the bowels of the earth to procure the ore and 
the fuel with which to meltit. [will show you 
the true history of the making of this bonnet.”— 
With that he turned the focus of the lantern upon 
the wall, and I saw a picture of a deep pit into 
which men constantly kept entering, and as con- 
tinually emerging from it like so many emmets, 
and filthy to the last degree ; and further in the black 
mine toiling upa steep ascent, women, on their 
hands and knees, with chains round their bodies, 
dragged up the heavy corves of coal. 

“ But this,” said I, “ surely is not fit employ 
ment for women.” 

‘© Well,” said he, with a shrug, as if mimickine 
a general expression, ** what's to be done? Some- 
body must do it.” 


With that he changed the shdes, and 


—_ 
~ 
Ss 


child, not more than five vears old sitting ina nar- 


row little passage in the remotest darkness of th 
, 


inine. To saw him pull something he held in fis 


hand, a little door opened, and the women har- 
nessed to the corves pas | 1, the door h t to, 
and the child was aeain in t! darkness, h led 


up in the corner t protect himsclf fram the cold 
out diswes NIn0 — ae a 
and Gap. yohioing my ifprise, my str { 
visitant siruveed | 
pressive tnanner. ** We 


ly,” I l * but the thing must 


hh e CCTUAIMh Y=, aie’ Sale ye 
done, you know! But step we have got only as 


fur as the coal im our lecture. 


W bern he acai ch Tire d the sf) 1c = an 1 ma oth 


next pieture, le showed we a roaring furnace, ont 
f which leap d and 3] whled into the nioulds th 
olte i | ke a gnone escaped nto the « th 
from which wt had been abducted. Workinen 
{ voit, lit up in the sweat running fro 


with wan fingers necking nature in one of her 
As she added petals to the 
tking, she stole hour after hour from 
* You sce,” said he, “she tints the 


flowers from the eolor of her own cheek. Alas! 


most beautiful moods, 
rose she was im 


the night. 


that the human rose should decay that this arti- 


ficial thing might flonris 


hi!’ We said this sadly, 
but immediately added in his usual tone, But then 
—what’s to be done? The pay is slow starvation 
Tadmit; But these women erowd the labor miar- 
kets so that th y are glad enough to slave even at 
this work—~if not, a worse fate awaits them.” 

* But we have only got as faras the flowers in 


"a 
our lecture,” lie 


id, and held out the bluch rose 


who had just made a successful demonstration. 


“Tere,” said he holding UP RK pics eof the wlazed 


eclieo lining, * I H show us mnething nter- 


sting about this,” and immediately threw out 


upon the walla picture which differed’ froin all 


rr 
Lh na 
T ' ' 

village was secnonthe banks of the G inivrcs.— 


In the open air workoien sat at their looms weay- 


r cloth and ! vr as they wove. 

* bay you noted the scene enough ?” eaid he. 
T nodded, the pieture di ived, and instead of the 
former of beauty and industry, T saw a vil. 
lave in ruins, through which the wild dav alone 
roamed and t! jungle grew iptouts very foot 

* You sec.” said le paling y cauger query 
is to tie cuuse oft hh ‘y “ WV lic itis power 
oom | t bevran to re lye » and the tall chimneys 
oft Man ly { io! , Une poor i ] is on tive 
main of the Gia es, and ti rj J: 1, inJust is 
workers perished at a blow—but you huow how 
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Arab on horseback was hunting down the swift 
ostrich who with out-spread wings sailed along the 
burning sands. At length worn out by the greater 
endurance, of his pursuer, he was taken and slain 
and the captor rewarded himself for his trouble by 
plucking from the yet bleeding bird his waving 
plumage. In the distance, a caravan comes wind- 
ing along oe some distant mart, to which the 
Arab attac! 


multitude, = one by one man and beast fall, and 


s himself—the wells fail the moving 
leave their whitened bones as a track mark for 
but the 
chandise is borne home though human life is lost. 

** You would not think, to see with what negli- 
gent elegance this feather falls,” 


future travellers across the vaste 5 incr. 


said the stranger, 
holding up its white sweep, “ that man had given 
even life in the struggle to bring it to this perfec- 
tion. to be done ?— we always 
We 
said he, taking up 

“We must go to 


But then what's 
thought more of the 


have not quite finished yet,” 


matter than of man. 


the frame-work of the bonnet, 
” 


the New-World for our next picture. 


As he spoke he adjusted a new slide, and 


showed a Brazilian plantation, in which the slave 


labored under fear of the cowhide of the overscer. 


* The bees who make honey,” said he with his 
cold sneer, “ how grateful men are to them! | sup. 
pose you think we have no such slaves. T have 


two or three choice slides here,” said he holding up 
the 


exhausted milliner, anda Smithfield weaver, in his 


, two of an 


transparent glasses—'‘ a figure or 
little garret, weaving ineh by inch of glossy satin, 
whilst his own poor family have only rags to cover 
them: but | have shown you enough of the misery 
that has gone towards making you this litle trith 
"The 


carries it so lightly on her head, 


pretty little miss, when she puts it on, and 


will hittle think how 


it has been delved, and forged, sud weaved, and 


built up into such bec oming fashion— but ‘tis worth 


a thought about.” With that he blew lightly upon 


the scattered materials, and they rushed together 


uain as speedily as they had before fallen to pieces 


* And now,” said he in the rising tone of one 


coming to his peroration, * Tam not altogether such 


a bad sort of a spirit us you might have taken me 


tobe. Sol will give you a sentiment of much im- 


portance to the working bees in the busy human 


hive, and thatis—a happier production oud a het. 


wealth.” And clappmg his 


ter distribution of 


magic lantern under lis arm, he wished me a good 


ired, 


evening and disappex 


“Why, ‘Tom! said a sweet voice close to my 
ear at the same time a soft little fist thumped une 
on the back : “ why, Tom!’ said Auna ** you 


have been talking such strange things in your sleep 





this last hour. I told you how “twould be, eating 
s0 many nuts.” And truly [ had pone fast to 
sleep with my feet on the fender, and saw this 
vision.— Pr ople’s Journal, 
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HUMAN VICISSITUDES 
‘They bald too low, who build beneath the «ky.’’ 
Wien we reflect upon the varied scenes whiel 


ents to the inquiries wind, we are 


ine quen ntly awed at the uneecrtainty that is st iinip a 


as With a divine se al up mrevery source of happiness, 
which does net centre in obycets superior to earth, 
Ly It we turn over the pages ol hh 
. 
C3e= « *¢ ” 


tory, we find that 


THE 


- wen rere ~ feworre - woerrerne 


the annals of the past serve but to record the de- 
cline of kingdoms and the extinction of grandeur ; 
thus, teaching to all the important and truthful 
lesson—that the lustre of conquest shal! fade, that 
that the 
splendor of beauty shall melt away, and the posses- 
sor thereof die. 


the voice of the hero shall be hushed, 


We cannot look back on the occurrences of the 


past, without tracing the hand of an  unerring 


Providence in those changes which have in some 
instances blotted out the last vestige of empires, and 
in others have caused the wilderness to blossom as 
the rose. ‘Thrones have crumbled, dynasties have 
fallen, and if the imagination is allowed to summon 
up a vivid picture of ancient grandeur, the tears 
of sensibility must flow as we contrast it with the 
ruins of the present. ‘The iron hoof of war, the 
horrors of pestilence, and the triumphs of barbarity 
have swept cities into the gulfof oblivion, and de. 


molished temples which proudly reared their aspiring 


domes, and lifted their battlements to the sky 
Once studded with the stars of Pinlosophy, and 
cradling some of Poesy’s brightest sons, Athens 


was a modclof virtue to surrounding nations, and 


the admiration of the world. Now, desolation sits 
from their 
lost in 
In her halls joy no longer leads 


amid her mouldering walls, or swept 
! 


base they lie elotted in defiling dirt, and 
tangling bitars, 
sound of the viol ; 
cleft of the 


her portentous dissonance, 


up the fascinating dance to. the 


but the owl nestling in’ some ruins, 


screams perchance 


Babylon, the glory of kingdoms, and the beauty of 


the Chaldeau’s excelleney—now fallen fron the 


sunuuit of her magnificence mto the deep abyss of 


oblivion, presents a most humiliating instance of the 
W here the haughty 


courtier swept a marble pavement with his jewelled 


mutability of earthly grandeur. 


robe, there now hisses the crested snake, and lurks 


the fieree envenomed adder. Her temples which 


uf ected the me io 


the 


lborhood of heaven, are sunk into 


very dust, or abandoned to the fearful shrieks 


or execrable howls of horrid monsters, none can 


point out the spot where the sacred yietim bled, nor 


where the consecrated altar stood. 


‘Thus pass away our fondest hopes, and thus end 
the lucid visions of faney ; andif weimay be allowed 
toreason from analogical deductions, theidea forcibly 


occurs that some future traveller directing his way- 


wardsteps towards thishind, may yet have to diopa 


tear over the ruinous and deserted spots where cities 


pow are scen, and that stlenee and solitude may 


one d iy ren where the din of couunerce and the 


sound of a cht joviality breaks upon the ear. 


But we need net search the pages of Listory, nor 


co beyond the years of our own brief existence in 


order to ilootrate the mstabrlity of earthly enjoy - 


ments and the emptiness of youth's most charming 


visious. As welook back upon the peaceful asylum 

of our elildhood, memory shudders at the changes 

which, amehorated as they are by the hand of 
1 ' | 


before us charged with all 
Wie 


putie nee of that mother whose tender ussiduity 


tine, Go still rise up 


the sud variety of wor can call to mind the 


nade 


sickness almost a pleasure, and whose atlection 


through all only bee 


\\ e cat 


holding out adversity, Lin 


brighter with trial. 


who was ever re to contribute 


ster way io our hap 
peinac ,und in wh eou pranry we were Wont to 
eck an antidote tor the tochineholes of hile. Wi 
can pooture the: kinsdev ol father who striooothes 
the ot edness ofour path, and by his ever wateh- 
hal ire ut eeoach nines it cpa seed thyre ig! 


se 
— oe . -— 
* 
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more beautiful and brigtit. 
and turning to the sacred chamber still gilded with 


Bui they are gone! 


the sunshine of celestial consolation, we think of 


the sweet smile that played upon their expiring lips, 


as the immortality of the Gospel shone amid the 
ruins of humanity, andangels conveyed their spirits 
to Heaven. 

Treading the accustomed paths of our youth, we 
find the giant oak which threw its leafy canopy 
over us, blighted and desolate ; upon its rind we 
see carved the names of many with whom our 
boyhood’s days were spent in light hearted gaiety, 
but who have gone before us into the spirit world 
and are fallen asleep upon the green bosom of the 
earth, never again to awaken the many endear- 
ments that twined unnoticed around our hearts, 
and which strengthening with the lapse of time, 
were hardly broke without sundering the thread of 
Yes, they gone 
though the flowers we have pulled together may 


' and 


our own existence. are 
bloom anew in fairer climes, yet we feel as we stand 
by their last cold resting place, as if contined toa 
lonely world, from whence all that was lovely and 
loving had departed. 

Such are the events which daily arrest our atten- 
tion, such are the vicissitudes which have caused 
the eye of humanity to rest upon the dark side of 
the world’s history, instead of inspiring him with 
that 


human woes, 


faith, which is the unwearied cor 
the 


the mother of Philosophy. 


que ror ol 


source of every lasting joy, and 


* Virtue alone has n i]- 
esty in death,” virtue alone has majesty in life, and 
current of tine strewn 


when she sees the dark 


with disappointed hopes aud frustrated designs, her 
the limits of n 


and bathing her pinions in etherial climes, partakes 


unfettered soul rises aboy« ortal ty, 


of that glocy which is tamutable. Tlappy ar 
they who have piety sutlicient to counteract this 
sinking of the heart amid the wreck of carthly joys ; 


fle ting shad. 
itha 


who can see a substanee amone thes 


ows; a being to whom they can look wv perfeet 


conviction of finding that security, which nothing 
about themean take away. Happy are they, 
the past, can feel that 


world has 


who 
in taking a retrospect of 
not changed 
n those 


ms were 


their intercourse with the 


the tone of their holier thoughts. nor broke 


musical chords of the heart whose vibrati 


so melodious in the sunny days of youth. 


It is wise toturn our attention to the mournful 


and solemn, as well as the joyous of human life: 
and wiser to meditate at seasons upon mortality 
than to be soothed into indiffirenee by the blandish 


too apt to be cnsnared 
1 thing 


fleeting nature is intended to act as 


ments of pleasare. We a 


by the elitter of terrestria , and henee tl 


en 
1 counterpo 
in the oppesite seale, lest in the contest with the 


passions, virtue should lose her preponderance. 


"To these who look upen the present state of In 
inner its but the dawnim wv ol existence, this Conscious- 
ness of luman change comes over the iwith a 
soothing tnfluenee, and they | ec more spiritual 
and intellectual, and theireyes kindle with unwont 
ed billie y,asw th deep thoughts of untold yoy 
th y seem to wander throu; h that eternity where 
all apparent contradictions will be rees d, and 
the harmony of God's ove enty eoplam 
To such th raul ae " ! youth 
ire hike the dark 11 llrays 
of the setts ' th ! 
way It is truce that nature de ' { en 
our ‘ ; j ~ { { ‘ bats 
- : ‘ . ' thi 

7? “> 
. = & 
> »s wy 
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¢/|\* dream—this languishing 


heart—this dwelling on the remembrance of a 


alter a shadow that has 


¢|% lost the gaiety of its coloring, (if it may be called a 


WF couldn't kew 


cy 
‘AA 2 , 
Ose= 


weakness, )is the weakness of a generous and gen- 
tle heart. 

The happy hours spent in the socicty of our 
friends, the moments of glad mirth, and the deeper 
passages of more serious years, must often be gazed 
upon through the medium of affectionate tears, by 
all who have hearts to feel; and, the few bright 
spots that still bloom around us in the desert of life 
may seem like the vine encircled cottage of the Al- 
pine peasant, which the mighty avalanche may 
sweep away ; yet, in the darkest hour of our exis- 
tence there is a fountain of consolation open, and 
if we can only bring ourselves to believe that the 
discrepancies of the present will be satisfactorily 
explained in a future state of being, comfort will 
visit us ina thousand unsuspected forms, and brood 
like the halcyon over the billowy waters ‘of the 
spirit, until all is cali. 

While therefore, our feclings may be allowed to 
hover in preserving watchfulness around the joys 
that have been, and to lave the white monuments 
of the dead with a tear of gentle remembrance, let 
it be our high purpose, to deepen and perpetuate 
those fountains of happiness which are free to all, 
until they overflow their mortal channels, and uni- 
ting in the river of life, change the dark features 
of humanity into angelic smiles. 


Claverack, 1847. 


G. H. A. 
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A GENUINE YANKEE. 


* Tato, my good friend, can you inform me 


how far it is to the next house Jonathan started 


up—leaned on his hoe handle—rested one foot on 
the gambrel of his sinister leg, and replied :— 
* PIallo yourself! 


ovae . 
Paint near so far as it 


how d’ du? wal I gucss I 


ean, used to be afore 
they cut the door out of the woods away—then it 
un shrivels 


bie 


was reckoned four miles, bat now the 


road, and taint more’n tew. first 


up the 
house you come to is a barn, and the next ts a h Ly 
stack : You'll be 


sure to meet his galls before you get there, 


- 


Ifoskin’s house is on beyond. 
turnal 
our folks more’n a 
| Dad sets 


our orc] 
pand mearter the gals 


critters, 
Ihis she« p uit 


the dog arter the sh 


romypm they plague 


lithe. into yard. 


-and 
the way he makes, the wool, and I the petticoats 


fly, is a sin to snakes, 


*“ JT see that you are inclined to be faectious, 


young tian—pray, tell me how it happened that 


one of your legs us shorter than the othe: 
“J never ‘lows anybody to meddle with my 
I'll tell 


I was born so at my ‘ticular request, so that 


grass tanglers, mister, but seein’ it’s you, 


you : 


when L hold the plow, T can go with one foot in th 


furrow and tother on land, and not lop over; besides, 


its convenient When Limow around a side hill.” 
* Very good indeed how du your potat vs conn 

on this yeat 

ad Thev don't come on at ill, l auitys vr im out 


and there's a tarnation snarlon ‘ent im each hill 


* But they are small TP perceive 


* “Ves, 1 know it. You see we planted so 


erowil ust out ol spite, Ciatist ey Know « I 


THE 
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* You appear tu be very smart, and I should 
think you could afford a better hat than the one 
you wear.” 

* The looks ain’t nothing, it’s all in the beha- 
vior.” 

* You have lived in these parts sometime, I 
i 


should guess ? 


**T should gues so tew. I was born’d and got 
my brotin’ up in this ere house; but my native 
place is down to Pordrunk.” 

“Then you say it’s about three miles and a half 
to the next house.” 

“ Yes sir, twas a spell ago, and I don’t believe 
its grown much shorter since. Guod by to ye.— 
That's a darn slick mare of yourn.” 

3D 6 Co 
REPARTER. 

A smart rejoinder, which, when given improinp- 
tu, even though it should beso hard a hit as to 
merit the name of a knock down blow, will still 
stand excused, partly from the ready wit it implies, 
and partly from its always bearing the semblanc 
of self-defence. When time, however, has been 
taken to concoct a retort, and an opportunity sought 
for launching it, not only does it lose all the praise 
of exteinporanecous quickness, but it assumes a 
partece. 


Those repartees are the best which turn your 


character of revenge cather than of r 


} 


adversary’s weapons against hiuiself, as David 


killed Goliah with his own sword. Abernathy, 


the celebrated surgeon, finding a large p le of pa- 


posite to his door, on his 


ving stones op returning 
g } g 


home one afternoon in his carriage, swore hastily 


at the paviour, and desired him to remove them.— 


* Where will I take them to?” asked the Hiberni- 
an. **"T’o hell!” eried the choleric surgeon. Pad. 
dy leant upon his rammer, and then looking up in 
his face, said with an arch smile, ** Hadn't I bet- 
ter take them to heaven ?—sure they'd be more out 
of your honour’s way.” 
om =O O Cre 2 
Yawningc.—Opening the mouth when you 


sleepy, and want to shut your eyes; an infectious 


sensation very prevalent during the delivery of a 


tedious sermon, or thi py rusal of a dull novel, but 
never experienced When reading a work like th 
present. 
I 
e295 ¢ Cat 
Rustic Simenicrry.—* Do you know | { 
cast iron said the proprietor of a stove 
toa green country 1, Who applied for y 
* Wall ye said 1 bout k n, scratchin N 
h as l wa reckone ood al pu iil 4 i 
down to hum 
"5 ¢ Ci 
A Punos AL Qursrio ] ( 
tell me the « renes iween th t ‘ 
iWitation and attracts ( 1 \ 
iltruc 10 ruvital ! i t drunken 1 1 to 
t rt land att tion ole ( prey 
eettin ’ t 
~ ae + 
Tue Wonip \ rt it inn, pli a per tu 
bustle by rivals tha ¢ martures by tl nit 
‘ iy ¢ { Wii t |} ' 
f { ! ( hu 1 \ 
\ i int to set 
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Wit this number closes our 23d Volume For the many 
fuvors that have been extended tow in indulgent 
public, we return our sincerest thanks, a k ra tin 
uation of thei beral patronage wh they | f sly 
bestowed upon us and ours through " vears that we 
have conducted the Rural M t scor f ye have 
rolled around since we first commen: ti ifthe 

K y;"’ the litt ri t tw t PF it 
ins turned out one of no ord ry I i ir 
y r we ve end red to rowise ‘ our 
reuder fw ive not g Ww 
cannot | ‘ sured reourt 4 t « iv 
oring to do so It our é fort u er ot 
years we have the Ru t 1 ly moral 
and ent i f \ rs BD t I e and 
th ; e af . anes ve be some 
of t! ! tj ‘ ucti 
hiny r grace t 
I st r ly 
ve ft ’ t ! 1 our 
u g 

B P } gow 

' ! , P ( “ Agents.” 
Wes ) t tw t . subseri 
bers f Jt \ t! 4 \ for twe five 

\ t rof tow t are ca lates for 
this y t » tow I in this State 
is r Ve hav t t st, and tl 
r i tw wW w“ tto 
us tl t enel ified to by a Justic 
oft P wl ! t 
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Original 


For the Rural Repository. 
EXODUS, CHAP. XX. 
JenHovaAu spake from Sinui’s mount, 
“The Lord, thy God am T; 
Who brought thee out from Egypt's land, 
To set thy name on high. 
Before me have no other gods, 
Nor graven image make ; 
Bow not thyself to idols dumb, 
Lest vengeance thee o’ertake, 
My Holy name, the Lord, thy God— 
Vainly thou shalt not use ; 
Guiltless the man I will not hold, 
Who doth my name abuse. 
The sabbath day, remember too, 
Holy it is to thee; 
Six days thy labor thou'it perform, 
The seventh thy rest shall be 
For in six days, the Lord thy God, 
Made sea, and heaven, and earth 
And rested on the seventh day, 
And blessed it from its birth 
Thy parents honor, if thou woulds'! 
Unto long years attain ; 
Take not the lifethou canst not give 
Sinful desires restrain. 
Steal not, nor bear a witness false, 
Against thy neighbor's life ; 
Hurt not his name with slanders vile, 
Covet thou not his wife. 
Aught that thy neighbor calls his own, 
Servant, or house, or beust, 
Look not with longing eyes upon 


Nor covet an the least.’ 
— +9 ¢ Cato —— 
Forthe Ru 
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Tuose drooping clms among whose aged 
The blue smoke curls 


*T was there, secluded from the reach of viv 


My boyhood past a 


way 80 happily. 


Sinee then’ alternate sun and shade have sy 
y 


"Their smiles and fury on the « eray walls, 


have s; 


And wintry blasts oft times 
The ivy garlands o'er the antique porch. 


With all my young attachme: 


do shade my native ¢ 


Poetry. 


veut 
vorted with 


ts, still, I cling 
1 


To thee dear home, and fain this way. 
Would now return to drink thy cooling spring 
And taste the social joys thou used to g 
Thou yet hast charms which throw a veil o'er 


h quiet pussion’s 


sorrow wear ache 


The cares of life, whic Voie 


And make e’en 


Throvgh the long watches of the sleepless 1 
When billows vainly sought to lull my t! 
How oft I've traced thy each familiar nook 


Distinct and true, as when a mother's eye 
Lit up my smile, and sweetly prattling lips 
Rebuked my mornit 


g dreams with Broth 


erful look. 
ight, 


er 
Upon the mossy verge of that cool spring 
Now choked with fern, Lused to Land alt 
"T'was there at summer noon the zephyrs playe 
Among my curls so lovingly and bland. 


Delightful hours! UL longto call you back 

With mute appeals, to leave the trafic of 

The busy world, and cast uway the 5 

W hich Pashis law imposes upon } 
Cheered by tl morning light, w is | not 

To sit in musing attitude upon 

That bridge, and listen to the streamlet's 1 

As't strayed through grass and reeds. ref 

To linger in its woodland eourse ln t 


ot. 


, Ilow sweet it was to sit beneath those trees, { 
And hear the gale bring on its balmy wing } 

The vesper hymn, or patriarchal prayer, 

As't rose from yon low cot, where all the warm 
{ Affections gushed in rills of sweetness from { 
, A heart which sought no shelter from the storm, j 
) Except the outspread wings of Israel's God. i 
: But where the little feet that once trod there ? f 


The merry langh that echoed through those dells, 


4 The sighs within those silent chambers breathed, } 
, A mother’s smile, a father’s kiss, where now ? 
} Their graves do of the varied landscape form ; 
{ A part, as if to make the darkness of { 
§ This hour more dark ; yet, something whispers that { 
‘ They are not dead ; their loving eyes which filled { 
) My soul with dreamy exstacy are on 
Me still, to censure vice—to praise the good. ‘ 
} Sleep on my sire! my mother calmly sleep! i 
J I've happier thoughts than such as bid me breathe $ 
A sigh o’er those who've left life’s chequered scenes. ; 
} The silence of your rest I would not break, ‘ 
Nor call you back except to share your kiss, 
In moments of unguarded thought do you 
{ From Heaven look down and stay my erring steps 
In days of deep affliction be you near 
¢ To wipe the bitter tear from off my cheek, 
Unless contritely shed, and if pronounced 
; Such tears, by him who knows the heart, then bring 
Upon your agile wings forgiving words, 
Like those which soothed the weeping Magdalene. 
Claverack, 1847. G.I. A. ‘ 
—o- sD ¢ Ceo — ‘ 
Forthe Rural Repository. ‘ 
; STANZAS. 
BY AARON DE LANO 
; I Love at twilight’s pensive hour, 
To tread the church -yard’s gloom, 
And think upon those men of yore, 
) Now cold beneath the tomb. ‘ 
} 
I love with thunders deep and low, 
bE ‘l'o see a storm arise ; 
And see the vivid lightuings flash, 
Across the darkened skies 
I love when the fierce tempest's past, ; 
The arched bow to view, ; 
/ Its varied beauties then to scar, 
And tints of every hue. 
IL love upon the starry sky, 
With curious eye to gaze 
The course of Orion to mark 
Aud clustered Pleiades 
I love to see on bended kuee 
In prayer a christian knee, 
} And hear him to his Maker, God 
lis vartous wants reveal, 
Devout before Lis throne he bow 
Hlis wishes to disclose, 
And hambly asks for grace, tostem 
The tide of human woes. 
«Marne F illage, N.Y. 1247, 
; a SEO) ry C= — 
; THE WORLD 


BY CHARLES “WAIN. 


Want sense, and the we 
Want feeling 


Dut ifthe world knows you want money, 


rhl will o’erlook at 


"twill find sor 


18 ONC 


You're certain to get its abuse 


The wisest advice in existence, 
! ne'er on its kindine to ill 
The best way to get its a tance 
Is--show you don't need it at all! 


Man's the gold '*" said the 


Bard, with a fee my 
That still his discretion outran 
Ver each day of our life is reventling 
The Bard should hawe sand Gold is ma 
Goidis genius and greatness and merit: 
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The “ Repository” circulates ng 1 most intelli t 
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